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ASPIRATION, 

* As an eagle sdrreth up her nest, fluttereth over her young, 
spreadeth abroad her wings, taketh them, beareth them on her 
wings. . . . He made him ride on the high places.' 

Deuteronomy xxxii. xx-13. 



The callow eagle in its downy nest» 

Betwixt the blue above and blue beneath, 
Or wrapped in swirling cloud or misty wreath, 

Drops its weak wings and folds itself to rest. 

But hardly is it settled ere its breast 
Is pierced with anguish, which, in face of death. 
Drives it to mount on the unquiet breath 

Of viewless winds, upon an unknown quest. 

Thou art a callow eagle, O my soul ! 
Forth driven from the home of thy content 

And made to stretch towards some hx distant goal 
Of Glory, on thine upward journey sent 

By warning of the Spirit, ere the whole 
Frame of thy trust from under thee be rent. 

B 3 



AS PI R A T/ON. 



II 

Free Spirit striving in my human breast ! 

I see thine image when above her young 

The parent eagle, hovering, has flung 
Her shadow 'twixt the sunshine and her nest. 
I see thee dark, but know thy gleaming crest 

Bums in the daybreak, and I have no tongue 

To speak a joy no heart hath fitly sung, — 
The awful joy of thy divine unrest 
O mighty blades of shadow-spreading wings 

Unfurled above me ! will ye bear me up 
When I, in mounting with ye t' wards the springs 

Of light, from lack of strength or faith shall drop ? 
Will ye not leave me till in loftier rings 

Of flight t' wards God I need no earthlier prop ? 



ASPIRATION^ 



III 

All creatures eagle-bom and eagle-taught, 
Whose nests are set upon the giddy height, 
Who fear the dread ab3rss, but love the light, 

And sheer through love and pain to trust are brought, 

How is it when ye, too, are overwrought, 
Seized with love-madness, and in upward flight 
Quit the sure world to hold the sun in sight ? 

How fares it with ye when, no sole ray caught 

Or kept of him, ye drop again to earth ? 
What are your lives the better of the sun ? 

And if, as well may be, you should give birth 
To others soaring higher, what were won ? 

No answer, — but wide wings and hearts aglow ; 

The sun is there, he draws them, and they go ! 



ASPIRA TION. 



IV 



O Thou, the Sun, that rising on the world 
Of human souls, hast waxed to many a noon, 
And waned in many a twilight, and gone down 

In frequent darkness — like a meteor hurled 

From heaven— how oft hath night's black flag unfurled, 
Mocked at our hopes, and signalled Thy defeat ? 
Yet when Thou earnest with new light and heat, 

We rose to meet Thee fresh, and dew-impearled. 

Help those faint hearts that tremble in the gloom. 
Unknowing that the inmost work of life 

Is shy, and needs the darkness as a womb 
That with the weight of ripening seed is nfe. 

So we but know Thee living, through the night 

Waiting in patience, we shall wax in might. 



70 NATURE 



IN HBR ASCRIBED CHARACTER OF UNMEANING AND 

ALL-PERFORMING FORCE. 



O Nature ! thou whom I have thought to love, 

Seeing in thine the reflex of God's face, » 

. A loathed abstraction would usurp thy place, — 
While Him they not dethrone, they but disprove. 
Weird Nature ! can it be that joy is fled, 

And bald unmeaning lurks beneath thy smile ? 

That beauty haunts the dust but to beguile, 
And that with Order, Love and Hope are dead ? 
Pitiless Force, all-moving, all -unmoved, 

Dread mother of unfathered worlds, assuage 
Thy wTath on us, — be this wild life reproved, 

And trampled into nothing in thy rage I 
Vain prayer, although the last of human kind, — 
Force is not wrath, — but only deaf and blind. 
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TO NATURE, 



II 



Dread force, in whom of old we loved to see 
A nursing mother, clothing with her life 
The seeds of Love divine, with what sore strife 

We hold or yield our thoughts of I^ove and thee ! 

Thou art not * calm,* but restless as the ocean, 
Filling with aimless toil the endless years — 
Stumbling on thought, and throwing off the spheres. 

Churning the Universe with mindless motion. 

Dull fount of joy, unhallowed source of tears. 
Cold motor of our fervid faith and song, 

Dead, but engendering life, love, pangs, and fears, 
Thou crownedst thy wild work with foulest wrong 

When first thou lightedst on a seeming goal. 

And darkly blundered on man*s suffering soul. 



TO NATURE. 



HI 



Blind Cyclops, hurling stones of destiny, 
And not in fury ! —working bootless ill. 
In mere vacuity of mind and will — 

Man's soul revolts against thy work and thee ! 

Slaves of a despot, conscienceless and nily 
Slaves, by mad chance befooled to think them free. 
We still might rise, and with one heart agree 

To mar the ruthless grinding of thy mill ! 

Dead tyrant, tho' our cries and groans pass by thee, 
Man, cutting off from each new * tree of life * 

Himself, its fatal flower, could still defy thee, 
In waging on thy work eternal strife, — 

The races come and coming evermore, 

Heaping with hecatombs thy dead -sea shore. 



lO 



TO NATURE, 



IV 



If we be fools of chance, indeed, and tend 
No whither, then the blinder fools in this : 
That, loving good, we live, in scorn of bliss. 

Its wageless servants to the evil end. 

If, at the last, man's thirst for higher things 
Be quenched in dust, the giver of his life. 
Why press with growing zeal a hopeless strife, — 

Why — born for creeping— should he dream of wings? 

O Mother Dust ! thou hast one law so mild 
We call it sacred — all thy creatures own it — 

The tie which binds the parent and flie child, — 
Why has man's loving heart alone outgrown it ? 

Why hast thou travailed so to be denied. 

So trampled by a would-be matricide ? 
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PAST AND FUTURE. 

Fair garden, where the man and woman dwelt, 
And loved and workedj and where, in work's reprieve. 
The sabbath of each day, the restful eve. 

They sat in silence with locked hands, and felt 

The voice which compassed them, a-near, a-far, 
Which murmured in the fountains and the breeze, 
Which breathed in spices from the laden trees. 

And sent a silvery shout from each lone star. 

Sweet dream of Paradise ! and though a dream. 
One that has helped us when our faith was weak,; 

We wake, and still it holds us, but would seem 
Before us, not behind, — the good we seek, — 

The good from lowest root which waxes ever, 

The golden age of science and endeavour. 
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BROKEN SPEECH, 

Ripe fruit of science — demonstrated fact — 
We grasp at thee in trembling expectation, 
We humbly wait on thee for explanation : 

Words of the Universe, enshrined in act ! 

Words, pregnant words, but only parts of speech 
As yet, curt utterance such as children use. 
With meanings struggling through but to confuse. 

And hinted signs which soar beyond our reach. 

Work on in patience, children of the time, 

Who lend your faltering modes to Nature^s voice, — 

Fulfil your present task ; some prize sublime. 
Ye wot not of, your hearts may still rejoice, — 

Some strain of music shape the wild turmoil. 

And consecrate the pauses of your toil. 
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TO THE BLIND ARCHITECT OF THE 
CITY OF LIFE^ 

WHOSE HUMBLE HOMES ARE 

THE CKEATURES OF EAkTH, WATER, AND AIR, 

AND WHOSE 'MEETINC-.-HOUSE' IS MAN. 

How true thy work, blind Builder of the homes 
Which throng the paths of Life— -beasts, fishes, birds, 
All things which be, they are as bodied words. 

Or moving thoughts of some high whole which looms 

Above us in the star-dust and the mist. 
Around us in the voices of the night. 
Within us in quick glimpses of love-light, 

That leave us doubting if we dreamed or wist. 

But true thy art, its unmeant meanings telling, 
Blind Builder of the city, on whose crown 

Man stands— a temple for a God's indwelling, 
Thy finest — no ! thy sole false work — Cast down 

The lying altar, raze it to the sod, — 

What means a temple where there is no God ? 
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TO A MOTH THAT DRINKETH OF 
THE RIPE OCTOBER, 



A MOTH belated, — sun and zephyr-kist, — 
Trembling about a pale arbutus bell, 
Probing to wildering depths its honeyed cell, — 

A noonday thief, a downy sensualist I 

Not vainly, sprite, thou drawest careless breath, 
Strikest ambrosia from the cool-cupped flowers. 
And flutterest through the soft, uncounted hours, 

To drop at last in unawaited death ; — 

'Tis something to be glad I and those fine thrills 
Which move thee, to my lip have drawn the smile 

Wherewith we look on joy. Drink I drown thine ills. 
If ill have any part in thee ; crewhile 

May the pent force — thy bounded life— set free, 

Fill larger sphere with equal ecstasy ! 



TO A MOTH, 15 



n 

With what fine organs art thou dowered, frail elf I 
Thy harp is pitched too high for dull annoy. 
Thy life a love-feast, and a silent joy, 

As mute and rapt as Passion's silent self. 

I turn from thee, and see the swallow sweep 
Like a winged will, and the keen-scented hound 
That snuffs with rapture at the tainted ground, — 

All things that freely course, that swim or leap, — 

Then, hearing glad- voiced creatures men call dumb, 
I feel my heart — oft sinking *neath the weight 

Of Nature's sorrow — lighten at the sum 
Of Nature's joy ; its half-unfolded fate 

Breathes hope — for all but those beneath the ban. 

The slavery accurst, of tyrant man I 
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THE WINGED SOUL. 



My soul is like some cage-bom bird, that hath 
A restless prescience— howsoever won — 
Of a broad pathway leading to the sun, 

With promptings of an oft-reproved faith 

In sun-ward yearnings. Stricken though her breast, 
And faint her wing with beating at the bars 
Of sense, she looks beyond outlying stars, 

And only in the Infinite sees rest. 

Sad soul ! If ever thy desire be bent 
Or broken to thy doom, and made to share 

The ruminant's beatitude, — content, — 

Chewing the cud of knowledge, with no care 

For germs of life within ; then will I say, 

Thou art not caged, but fitly stalled in clay ! 
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THE GOSPEL OF DREAD TIDINGS, 

If that sad creed which honest men and true 
Are flouting in the cheerful face of Day, 
Are teaching in the schools, and by the way, — < 

Tho* only guesses on a broken clue, — 

If such should in the end quench all the blue 
Above us, then the saddest souls were they 
Who knew and loved the most, and could not lay 

The ghost of Hope, and hold the grave in lieu. 

O Christ, Thou highest man ! if it were ^, 

And Thou couldst see it, that great heart of Thine 
Would bum to come amongst us, — not to preach 

Thy law again, or set our loves a-glow, 
Still less in glory, — but to blot each line, 

Each thought, each word. Thou camest first to teach. 
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DREAMING, 



When vexed with waking thought, and its dull gleam, 
I — waiting on the shore of Time — oft close 
Mine eyes, and while the ocean ebbs and flows 

Around me, hear its murmurous voice, and dream. 

And sometimes dreaming thus, the Will supreme 
My thoughts have bent beneath, will seem to be 
A Will, not working by its sole decree, 

But one that wrestles with a counter-stream. 

And dreaming thus, my heart will give a bound 
Of yearning love, and wake me with a cry ; 
Oh for the feet of Hermes that I might — 

A chartered messenger — spurn back the ground 
And through the reeling world be charged to fly. 
With but one word to help Him in the fight 
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ON HE ARIA G 
THE INTRODUCTION TO 'LOHENGRIN^ 



Those fine-drawn stringW notes so inly smite, 
It is as if the bows of sprites could strain 
The sensitive nerve-fibres of the brain, 

And tune them to an all too keen delight. 

And still as they resound they gather might, 
Seeming a new-born pulse of life to gain 
With each new bar, until the beating rain, 

The deluge of quick sound, is at its height. 

Then all our soul is drowned as in a sea 
Of glad sensation, and we faintly seek 

Some continent for boundless ecstasy : 

In vain ; — we are but carried down the wake 

Of Time, to throb awhile primevally 

With the young World in passion's blind outbreak. 

C 2 
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LOHENGRIN, 



II 



Is this the music that the wise presage 

As of the * Future * ? — this that storms and seeks 

To force each door of sense, and loudest speaks 
Through organs that grow less from age to age ? 
Alas ! its human burthens so engage 

The human soul, that not for us there breaks 

Wave-like, as on a life that first awakes^ 
The infant joy of Nature's infant stage. 
We think, we toil, we hope, we love, we die, 

We know and we foreknow, we doubt and fear ; 
Till 'neath thy spell, O Wagner ! we put by 

* Future ' and Present too, and drawing near 
The base of life, thy breath like the glad sigh 

Of some iEonian Past steals on the ear ! 
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A CHRYSALIS, 

When gathering shells cast upwards by the waves 

Of Progress, they who note its ebb and flow, 

Its flux and re-flux, surely come to know 
That the sea-level rises ; that dark caves 
Of ignorance are flooded, and foul graves 

Of sin are cleansed ; albeit the work is slow ; 

Till, seeing great from less for ever grow, 
Law comes to mean for them the Love that saves ! 
And leaning down the ages, my dull ear. 

Catching their slow-ascending harmonies, 
I am uplift of them, and borne more near, 

I feel within my flesh— laid pupa-wise — 
A soul of worship, tho' of vision dim, 

Which links me with wing-folded cherubim. 
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THE CHILDREN OF LIGHT. 



All ye child-hearted ones, born out of time, 
Bom to an age that sickens and grows old, 
Born in a tragic moment, dark and cold, 
Fair blossoms opening in an alien clime, 
Young hearts and warm, spring forward to your prime. 
But lose not that child-spirit glad and bold 
Which claims its heirship to the tender fold 
Of parent arms, and with a trust sublime, 
Smiles in Death's face if only Love be near ; 

Oh worshipful young hearts that love can move, 
And loveless loneliness contract with fear, 

Hold fast the sacred instincts which approve 
A fatherhood divine, that clear child-eyes 
May light the groping progress of the wise. 
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AN INVOCA TION. 

The forms that in our life's reflecting glass 
Confront the passive consciousness alone, 
Are as unmated blossoms, hardly blown, 

Ere doomed in sad virginity to pass ; 

But when some wandering love once bends to them, 
Some waft of life endues the Fact with power, 
Or moves the slumbering ardours of the flower, — 

God's gift creative, straight extends to them. 

O fire divine that kindles virile souls 

That dwell among us, touch our thoughts with light 
Of lyric love, that they once more may tremble 
Into new life, which shall the old resemble ; 
But owning added strength and keener sight 

For striving on to unimagined goals. 
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THE * STING OF DEATH.' 



O Thou whom men affirm we cannot know, 
It may be we may never see Thee nearer 
Than * in the clouds/ nor ever trace Thee clearer 

Than in that garment which, howe'er aglow 

With love divine, is still a changing show, 
A little shadowing forth, and more concealing, 
A glory which, in uttermost revealing. 

Might strike us dead w^ith one supreme life-blow. 

« 

We may not reach Thee through the void immense 
Measured by suns, or prove Thee anywhere, 
But hungry eyes that hunt the wilds above 
For one lost face, still drop despairing thence 
To find Thee in the heart — life's ravished lair — 
Else were the * sting of death * not sin, but love! 
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TO Z. E, S. 



You marvel, lady, you whose tender soul 
Is all subdued to love, that Love still near 
Had power in face of death, to cast out fear, 

And in the teeth of loss, to silence dole. 

But Love, great Love, he knows not such control 
Of law as binds the planet to his sphere ; 
With Love 'tis ever new, and always herey 

And he in body's sickness is most whole. 

As Love and Joy are of one being, so 
When Love is in ascendant in the heart. 

Then Joy too shines, albeit in guise of woe. 
Until, from the belovM rent apart, 

His God-lit face, appearing from afar. 

Pierces our night of thought — a guiding star. 
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AMONG THE GLACIERS, 



Land of the beacon-hills that flame up white, 
And spread as from on high a word sublime, 
How is it that upon the roll of time 

Thy sons have rarely writ their names in light ? 

Land where the voices of loud waters throng, 
Where avalanches sweep the mountain's side, 
Here men have wived and fought, have worked 
and died, 

But all in silence listened to thy song. 

Is it the vastness of the temple frowning 
On changing symbols of the artist's faith. 

Is it the volume of the music drowning 

The utterance of his frail and fleeting breath, 

That shames all forms of worship, and of praise. 

Save the still service of laborious days ? 
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ON THE THUNER SEE. 



Bright Lake of Thun ! thou hast the power to woo 
My soul to silence with thy wavering show 
Of mead and mountain, and thy ebb and flow, 

The heavings of thy heart so deep and true. 

I love thee, for I am a mirror too ; 
The universe is glassed upon my soul. 
Which trembles like thy wave, beneath the whole 

Vast pageant, with God*s glory shining through. 

Glass of those Alpine summits which receive 

The dawn's first kiss, which blind with light at 
noon, 

And catch the sun's last burning word at eve, 
If haply thou couldst drop me as a boon 

Some secret of the sun, some word to weave 
Into my trembling silence — Lake of Thun ! 



28 



THE HUNGER OF LIFE, 



If Life is but a hunger to attain, — 
A longing for some unattested Good, 
Whose secret has been whispered to the blood, 

Which bears upon its way each gathered gain. 

And leaves our questionings in dumb disdain, 
Then in fulfilment, life itself must cease. 
Nearer to death related than to peace, 

And as it slowly waxed, must slowly wane. 

Dim consciousness, whose cradle was the ocean. 
How high art thou uplifted since thy birth ! 

On the twin arches of man's feet, his motion 
Is as a god's upon the subject earth ; 

Life hath fulfilled itself, played out its part: 

Will refluent hunger turn to eat its heart ? 
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EVOLUTION, 

Hunger that strivest in the restless arms 
Of the sea-flower, that drivest rooted things 
To break their moorings, that unfoldest wings 

In creatures to be rapt above thy harms ; 

Hunger, of whom the hungry-seeming waves 
Were the first ministers, till, free to range. 
Thou mad'st the Universe thy park and grange, 

What is it thine insatiate heart still craves ? 

Sacred disquietude, divine unrest ! 

Maker of all that breathes the breath of life. 

No unthrift greed spurs thine unflagging zest, 
No lust self-slaying hounds thee to the strife ; 

Thou art the Unknown God on whom we wait : 

Thy path the course of our unfolded fate. 
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LOVE AND JOY, 



From sea to shore, from river-bed to strand, 
O'er plain and mountain Life hath held its way. 
Clothed in new revelation day by day, 

Until one golden noon, in the bright land 

Of Greece, by all sweet Attic breezes fanned, 
It flowered full in man, and Farth at rest 
After long labour, gave her plenteous breast 

Responsive to the pressure of his hand. 

Narcissus- like he worshipped at the shrine 
Of beauty, whose elected rite is pleasure, 

But of his ardent youth, the strong new wine 
Was held by Beauty's self, in such rare measure, 

That blind young Love and Joy could scarce go 
wrong. 

So hailed upon their way by sacred song. 
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LOVE AND SORROW, 

The flower-crowned Greek, amid his ilex-groves, 
Breathing sweet breath, the morning in his heart, 
Is Nature's fairest word, wherein each part 
Of balanced utterance as to music moves, 
Not dearer to the Muses than the Loves, 
He— braced by art— holding the hippocrene 
Which sparkled in his cup, with poise serene. 
Drinking grew perfect, as his work approves. 
But evening followed on this palmy noon ; 

The Roman came, and from the drowsy clasp 
Wrenched the glad cup ; drank and grew strong, too 
soon 
Drank and was drunken ; from his loosened grasp 
Lapsed cup and wine together. Dawned a morrow 
On which the ministry of Love was sorrow. 
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THE PRISONER 
IN THE HOUSE OF LIFE, 



Our house of Life that hath been built so long, 
That is so fitly stored, whose plan denies 
That it shall further wax in worth or size, 

Yet stands on its foundations, fair and strong. 

But what of these swift motions that still throng 
Its courts, these longings, these disquietudes, 
As of a restless presence that still broods, 

Or prisoner making protest against wrong ? 

We stand a-gaze before each door of sense ; 
Or are we eyeless, or is nought to see ? 

We turn within, and straight upon the tense 
Rack of blind hunger for some thing to be, 

Are stretched again : this consciousness of night, 
Is't of a spirit travailing with sight? 
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ON LOCH KATRINE, 



THE REALM OP THE SCOTTISH PROSPERO. 



Clouds that gather round I/)ch Katrine, 
I know not which is the earth or sky ; 
Your sun-smit battlements float so nigh 

To the mountains stoled in purple and sheen, 

Dark cloud shadows that seem to race 

Like a vengeful clan o'er the mountain's side, 
Is't ye that rush, or the hills that glide ? 

Or whirl ye together on one mad chase ? 

Great wizard who made this lake thine own. 
To dwell in for ever with one fair child. 

Thine perchance is the glamour-light thrown 
O'er its tricksy face and its cradle wild, 

And I tremble to see, through the vanishing blue 

Of its shadows, our work-a-day world look through I 
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AMONG THE HEBRIDES, 

From blue Loch Carron rise white and sheer 

Its bare rock faces and island cones, 

And they glitter as frost and wind -bleached bones ; 
Coral and sapphire far and near, 
Pearl-white coral and sapphire clear, 

Finelj-chiselled as cameo stones, 

No blurred edges or soft mixed tones ; 
Blue as the bottomless, white as fear. 
Do I sleep, do I dream, in the hard clear day. 

On the windy deck, in the afternoon, 
"With the sough of the wave, and the spume of the spray, 

And my hair like the dank sea tangle blown 
On the landward breeze ? Is it Portree bay 

That we make, or some cove in the long dead moon ? 
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TO THE HERALD HONEYSUCKLE. 

Deep Honeysuckle ! in the silent eve 
When wildrose cups are closed, and when each bird 
Is sleeping by its mate, then all unheard, 

The dew's soft kiss thy wakeful lips receive« 

Tis then the sighs that throng them seem to weave 
A spell whereby the drowsy night is stirred 
To fervid meanings, which no fullest word 

Of speech or song so sweetly could achieve. 

Herald of bliss ! whose fragrant trumpet blew 
Love's title to our hearts ere love was known, 

'Twas well thy flourish told a tale so true. 

Well that Love's dazzling presence was foreshown j 

Had his descent on us been as the dew 
On thee, our rarer sense he had o'erthrown. 

D a 
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TO IMMORTAL MUSIC, 
Nay, Music, thou art young ! Not long ago 

• . • • • 

Thou hadst but rounded to thy perfect form, 

Thy virginal, sweet heart was hardly warm, 

And little knew of passion or of woe. 

. . -'■ • , 

Now, prescient darling of the world's old age — 

Born to its gathered wealth, its subtlety. 

And sadness— thou canst sound the soundless sea, 

Deeper than line of deepest thought can gauge. 

Thy voice, veiled Seraph serving among men. 
Wakes strains in us immortal as thine own ; 

O say thou wilt not vanish from our ken. 
Fly our dim earth as elder lights have flown. 

And leave us dumb amid the tuneful spheres. 
With nojtbing lasting to the end but tears I 
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TRANSFIGURAllOl/, . 

r 

Poor, troubled heart, if thou wouldst find relief, 
And think'st thy woe were eased If it were heard, 

■ « * • 

' Go, 'prentice thee to that sad-coloured bird. 
And learn to make the world in love with grief. 

Sing as he sings, and tender eyes will weep. 
Sing to the tiight, ks after summer drouth 
The dew unseals the rose's silent mouth, 

And all but love and sorrow are asleep, 

... ••» •• .J-a- *— I.- 

Drug Day with work, for Day is loud and bold, 

* - ■ ' 

Sing to the Night, let sorrow make no sign 
Till it can flutter in the sunset gold. 
Or in the silver moonlight softly shine ; 



Then let it fdrth, wild fire, or saving stream, 
To take its way unchallenged — as a dream I 
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TO THE FRIENDS OF LOVE, 



All love-adepts, all faithful hearts who wear 
In Love's sweet prime — his hour of blossoming — 
The full, harmonious colours of his spring, 

O think not when they fail ye shall go bare. 

» ^ 

Take heart, his very mourning still is fair ; 
Ay, though the world its hail of pity fling, 

• • • 

Cutting as scorn, no meaner, earthliei* thing 

* . . . < * • 

Can match the royal robe of Love's despair ! 

Put on his weeds, then, ye who fear to sleep, 
Because ye fear to wake to grief new«blown ; 

Rise, bear sweet spices to the grave, and weep 
Love's balmy tears, there where by Love overthrown, 

Death leaves but empty oeremoits in a lieap, 
And Love-for love still ix>Ils away the stone. 



TO THE FRIENDS OF LOVE, 
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II 

FaUl friends of Love, who fear to take his pay, 
Counting his service loss, his joys too brief. 
Too much- overweighted by his long-drawn grief, 

Try his Conclusions, ere ye say him nay. 

What though his servants walk at close of day/ 
And hol4 sad commune o*ei: some, vanished chief, 
Not for Love's death; but birth of high belief, 

Their hearts still bum within them by the way. 

They know their Love is living, and take shan^e 
That they one moment sought him with thd dead ; 

They feel their Love immortal, by the flame 
That bums the brighter as it bums tinfed ; 

So weeping, sing Love's praise, who could reframe 
The univeree wlience all but love had fled. 
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FALLEN FROM GRACE. 



Sleep, half-bloWn rose, against my lady's breast^ 
Rocked by my lady's heart and rhythmic breath, 
Sleep on, sweet fosie, awaiting sweeter death, 

Such cradle may beseem a rose^s rest* 

Nay, hapleiss onei thou wakest dispossest ; 
Swooning for joy, or overborne of pride, 
I S6e thee from thy snowy summit glide» 

Low on the.Comihon earth to die uiiblest. . 



1 Stoop to lift th6e, and I turn aside, 

; I dare not touch thee with a furtive hand, 

I dare not keep thee wanting her command, 
Nor bow- before the holy thing I hide \ . 

But here I wait and watch, here take my stand, 
None els.e shall seize a joy to me denied, . 
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UNDER THE ROSE. 



II 



Die, half-blown rose, upon a grateful hearty 
Whose life is quickened by thy ebbing breath ; 
Nay, thus to die were for a rose no death- 
Live of my life the subtlest, keenest part I 

, ... ,-''.. ♦ » . 

I could have seen thee, precious as thou art, 
Fade at my feet ; but not to have thee blown 
Of any breath less reverent than mine owii, 

My hand was fain a ruder hand to thwart. 

• : . , .;..•■ •'• 

And now, for feat my trespass should be known, 
I do bestow thee where no eye may come, * ' 
I take thee to my heart, for thou art dumb, 

And canst not mock my madness, or my moan ; 
: If of my folly thou dost Aiount the sum, \ 

Just sorrow will too soon my wrong atone. 
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A PROTEST. 

This is the Sabbath season of the year, 
"When sttmmer silence falleth on the earth — 
When tmce hath come to husbandry and mirth. 

To mower's scythe and wanton wood-notes clear. 

The world is still, as if with holy fear, 

And from its heart, through. lily-bell and rose,. 
A stream of incense rises up, and flows 

Godwarfl with sbfl repinings for His ear. 

And I would with the Sabbath world take rest, 
Cqnld breathe xny life out with -the Summer's sigh. 

Could lay it at God's feet if, dispossest, 

My soul might feed new life as glad as high ; 

But of ."nor dweller on this earth unblest — 
This isAXj lost world, where mortals love and die ! 
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TO A FLEDGLING ROBIN, 



Robin, thou art too young as yet to wear 
The badge of robinhood in full confest — 
The burning breast-plate on the conscious breast — 

And hast not leamt to build, to sing, or care ; 

Only to live, filled with the liberal air, 
Which, when it gently breathed from south or west, 
Found and overflowed thee in thy sheltered nest, 

To dwell as marrow in thy feathers fair. 

I, weary thinker 'neath the aspen trees, 
See thee win past me, lightsome as a bubble — 
No labouring bark, with purblind thought to steer it, 

But a plumed will that rules with sovereign ease ; 
Approach, glad life, as free of doubt as trouble — 
I feel as if in presence of a spirit. 
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TO THE SAME, 
ON BEGINNING HIS SONG. 



Sit at my table, welcome guest, and sing^^ 
The olden song, with youitg unpractised throat ; 
1 hold my breath to hear the perfect note 

Thy tender Organs cannot yet make ring. 

Sing to me, unpaired fledgling of the spring, 
Sing, solace me, as if I were thy mate ; 
Teach me fond patience as I sit and wait, 

Brooding quick thoughts with unprogressive wing. 

r » ■ ■ 

■. -* r- f ' ' 'I 

Thy song is faint as breath of unblown flowers. 
And only that it shakes thy budding breast, 
I could have deemed it homeless ; as 1 hear it. 
With lowered eyelids and suspended powers, 
I, too, from doubt, and toil, and strain And rest. 
And, Spirit ! seem to hear thee in the spirit. 
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STUDIES FROM THE ANTIQUE. 
KASSANDRA. 



Virgin of Troy, the days were well with thee 
When wandering singing by the singing streams 
Of Ilion, thou beheldest the golden gleams 

Of the bold sun that might not facM be, 

Cume murmuring to thy feet caressingly ; 

But best that day when, steeped in noontide dreams, 
The young Apollo wrapped thee in his beams, ^ 

And quenched his love in thine as in a sea ! 

And later, in thy tower 'twas sweet to teach 

The loveless night the joys high day had known ; 

To dream, to wake— and find thy love impeach 
Late sleep with kisses, and thy spirit flown 

To his, and at the ivory gates of speech - 

Breaking in words as burning as his own. 
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II 



How far from Ilion, and how far from jo^, 
Captive Kassandra, wert thou, when in sight 
Of conquering Greece thou satest on thy height 

Of shame — a waif from out the wreck of Troy ! 

Thine still the burning word, but slave's employ 
Had from thy trembling lip effaced quite 
The kisses of the god, and heaven's light 

Now shone upon thee only to destroy. . 

For thee, sun -stricken one, th' abysmal sties 
Of sin lay open as the secret grave — 

Things of which speech seemed madness— while thy 
cries 
On wronged Apollo lost the way to save ; 

Till at the last, the faith of upturned eyes 
Brought him to right, as death to free the slave. 
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KLYTEMNESTRA. 



Daughter of gods and men, great ruling will, 

Seething in oily rage within the sphere 

Which gods and men assign the woman here, 
' Till, stricken where the wound approved thee still 
Mother and mortal, all the tide of ill 

Rushed through the gap, and nothing more seemed 
dear 

But power to wreak high ruin, nothing clear 
But the long dream you waited to fulfil. 
Mother and spouse — queen of the king of men — 

What fury brought iEgysthus to thy side ? — 
That bearded semblant, man to outward ken, 

But else mere mawworm, made to fret man's pride ; 
Woman, thy foot was on thy tyrant then — 

Mother, thou wert avenged for love defied ! 
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Woman and Greek— so doubly trained in art ! — 

Spreading the purple for the conqueror's treadf 

Bowing with feline grace thy royal head — 
How perfect whelp-robbed lioness thy part ! 
One wrong the more to wring the ancient smart, 

Then three swift strokes, and the slow hope blooms 
red, . 

Who shamed the hero lays him with the dead, 
Where nevermore his word may vex her heart. 
Bold queen, what were to thee the gods of Greece ? 

What had been any god of any name. 
More than the lion-heart you made to cease, 

Or the live dog to all your humours tame ? — 
The very furies left your soul in peace 

Until Orestes' sword drave home their claim. 
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TO DR. WILHELM JORDAJ^, 

THE GREAT GERMAN POET 
AND APOSTLE OF THE NEW FAITH. 



Jordan, I stand a-gaze upon the shore 

Of that deep mind of thine, and trembling hold 
My breath the while thy paeans glad and bold 

Above the wild world's discord rise and soar. 

So came the desert-wearied ones of yore. 
To rest and breathe refreshment manifold, 
Beside thy sweet -voiced name-stream, as it rolled ; 

So paused, and quailed its sounding depths before. 

Yes, looking down thy stream of thought, so clear, 
So clear, yet bottomless, my mortal hand 

Clips the frail growths around — the first thing near — 
To stay my feet, else from that giddy stand 

My soul could fall with one blind plunge and sheer 
Quit of thy boundless hopes and promised land ! 

£ 



50 TO DR, WILHELM JORDAN, 



II 



One day, perplexed with desert wandering, 

I clomb that Pisgah of young thought, from whence 
New prophets glass for us a scene immense — 

Vast beyond hope or reach of seraph*s wing. 

Was it the valley mist that so did cling 
Around me, or but due to feebler sense. 
That at the heart of splendour so intense 

I felt the void of every cherished thing ? 

I know not, but I know that from that height 
Love, who is still a tender child and shy, 

Was taken weeping and in piteous plight — 
Nor ever more the place will come a-nigh — 

That he is all my business and delight, 
And I elect with him to live or die ! 
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IN LOVE'S ECLIPSE, 



When death — the dreadful shadow of the earth — 

Rests on the mortal face of Love's twin star, 

Love turns dismayed, as if that shadowy bar 
Could shut him off for ever in his dearth ; 
He turns within, and lo ! a shy, new birth, 

A spark of light from near, or from afar, 

Pierces the darkness till, a fiery car, 
It lifts him into light more wonder-worth. 
Sad love 1 bewail not tho* you be bereft. 

Nor faint not for the weary road you fare ; 
The spark enkindled when your heart is cleft, 

The strength that grows from burthens that you bear, 
Are gifts of grace for many that were left 

Undowered, but for treasure you must share. 

E 3 
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2N LOVE'S ECLIPSE. 



II 

O YE elect of sorrow and of love, 
Who bear for others' weal a double strain. 
And share the surplus of love's costly gain 

With hearts his presence doth more feebly move, 

Count not your grief's excess too far above 
The worth of those you serve, nor all disdain 
The lesser pressure of the barren pain 

The light of love in love's surcease may prove. 

Pity the poor who are by God's decree 
Your pensioners, and fear not, for your part, 

To harbour Love, how dear soe'er he be. 
O Love that cometh, Love that may depart, 

The gates of life are set so wide by thee, 
The lord of Love can enter where thou art I 
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TO s. y. 

The man whom Love hath forbidden to sing to a world all too 
heedless of the song of a brother whose fame was dearer to 
him than his own. 



Of what pure flame had been thy summer song, 
O thou, whose April notes in welling forth 
Were checked by no cool breezes from the north 

But ravished from thy singing lips and young 

By Love's own hand ; and now a lute unstrung, 
A void of silence, and a sense of dearth, 
Are all that rest to mind thee of a birth 

God-gifted ere great Love so did thee wrong. 

But lips whence Love hath stolen song, be proud ! 
No mortal lays have honour like to thine ; 
And you shall And your song again afar, 

And know it for your own where, ringing loud 
And sweet beyond all hope, with hymns divine 
It praiseth Love from out some Morning Star. 
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A PARTNERSHIP, 

Sorrow, since I perforce must dwell with thee, 
Being as thou art, no transient guest, but bold 
As cunning to invade my heart, and hold 

The darkened mansion of my life in fee ; 

And since thy face uncomely is to see, 
Thy voice more harsh than shrillest tongue of scold, 
I wrap thee in my fairer thought, and fold 

My song about thee when thou sufferest me. 



And, thus disguised, I take with thee the air. 
We walk together on life's open ways ; 

Then meeting us, if some account thee fair, 
I hold thee too less foul, and weave new lays 

To robe thee in — ^but what avails jny share ? 
Usurping sorrow ! thine is still the praise. 
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TO E. BURNE JONES, ON HIS PICTURE 
OF THE ANNUNCIATION 



Thou so to deepest heait the hope divine 

Hast taken, that it blossoms forth anew; 

And lo ! a vision opens on our view — 
A Virgin other than of Judah's line. 
No maiden waking to the golden shine, 

The spring-tide sun of joy undreamt, undue; 

This maid hath known to wait and learnt to sue — 
A weary woman watching for a sign. 
The burthen of the world is on her heart, 

Her eyes have seen its sorrow, wept its sin ; 
She heedeth not the angel for her part, 

Feeling the witness of the life within : 
The hope grown quick, the mirade of birth, 
The living love that shall redeem the earth. 
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SUGGESTED BY 

THE PICTURE OF THE ANNUNCIATION, 

BY E. BURNE JONES. 

Woman, whose lot hath alway been to beat 
Love's load beneath the heart, set there to hold 
It high, and keep it resolute and bold 

To clasp God*s feet, and hang on to the fair 

Wide skirts of light — thy sealed sense can spare 
The open vision, thou being called to fold 
From time's mischance, and from the season's Cold, 

The wonder in thy breast, and nurse it there. 

What though thy travail hiath been long and sore. 
Love being borne in so great heaviness, 

Through loss and labour, joy shall be the more 
Of love that, living, shall the nations bless : 

Love that shall set man's bounden spirit free, 

The * Holy Thing' that still is bom of thee. 



POEMS 
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Peace to the odalisque, the facile slave, 
Whose unrespective love rewards the brave, 
Or cherishes the coward ; she who yields 
Her lord the fief of waste, unc^tured fields 
To fester in non-using ; she whose hour 
Is measured by her beauty's transient flower ; 
Who lives in man, as he in God, and dies 
His parasite, who shuts her from the skies. 
Graceful ephemera ! Fair morning dream 

Of the young world ! In vain would women's hearts, 
In love with sacrifice, withstand the stream 

Of human progress ; other spheres, new parts 
Await them. Gk)d be with them in their quest — 
Our brave, sad working- women of the West ! 
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POEMS. 



Peace to the odalisque, whose morning glory 
Is vanishing, to live alone in story ; 
Firm in her place, a dull-robed figure stands. 
With wistful eyes, and earnest, grappling hands : 
The working-woman, she whose soul and brain — 
Her tardy right — are bought with honest pain. 
Oh woman ! sacrifice may still be thine — 
More fruitful than. the souls ye did resign 
To sated masters ; from your lives, so real, 
Will shape itself a pure and high ideal, . 
That ye will seek with sad, wide-open eyes. 
Till, finding nowhere, baffled love shall rise 
To higher planes, where passion may look pale. 
But charity's white light shall never fail. 



POEMS, 6i 



Oh Love, on thee a burden has been laid, 

Now in this latter day of doubt and dread I 
Be pure, that thou be strong, and unafraid 

To meet the hosts wherewith thou art bested. 
Thou only champion of the soul blasphemed 

By arrogant young science ! Show thine eyes 
Immortal, and thy pledges unredeemed — 

Then challenge them to shut thee from the skies ! 

Oh Love, with thee we fall, with thee we rise: 
Be pure, that thou be strong in death's despite ; 

Then creeds may wax or wane 'mid tears and sighs., 
But never shall the world be lost in night. 
Thine is the one evangel, through all forms 
Of change surviving, riding out all storms. 
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FOEMS. 



LovEy show thine eyes, thy stature infinite ; 

Those eyes immortal that smile down the uses 
Our fleeting lives appoint thee, as a star 
That sends a faint and flickering ray from far, 

Might seem to smile at men who held its light 

A lamp misplaced, and wasting in the night. 

O Love ! how much of all thy light conduces 
To any service of our lives below ? 

Why should thy overplus surcharge the sluices 
Of tears, to water weeds of barren woe ? 
Why should thy towering stature put to shame 
The poor conditions of our lot, or blame 
The low, if not through thee we hope to climb 
Beyond the blanks of space, the steps of time ? 
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Love, show thine eyes, thy stature infinite ; 

Thou child of dust? Thou slave of breathing clay? 
Remorseless mocker then, why blast with light 

The dwarfs of time — the failures of a day ? 
Why lead them to the rifts within the veil 

Where life with life communes, and where a kiss 

Can open vistas of eternal bliss ? 
Is it to make the sharpened senses quail 

Before that reeling blank, that sheer abyss 
Of nothingness that waits us ? Vindicate 
Thy Godhead, and our trust in thee — our fate 
Is linked with thine, O Love, as bent and pale 

Thou stand'st arraigned, and in man's latest plan 

Art shown the true arch-enemy of man. 
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POEMS, 



Nay, Love so lives in sacrifice, he could 

Be taught perchance to loose his highest hope — 
His hold on life— and dying, hail the good. 

The end to which the coming ages grope. 
But Love, sad Love, that should his all forego, 
What vision of the future were to show 
His yearning eyes ? If, looking through the years, 

He saw the generations halting past. 
More sad than ours, ay, if with rarer tears, 

And struggling onward, with no eye upcast — 
Still onward, onward, upward nevermore — 
Then Love, lost Love, would turn him from the shore 
To wait impatient till the end were won, 
And the weird world were wrecked upon the sun ! 



SONGS 
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POSSESSED, 

I SPUR all day from dawn till dark, 

I follow a phantom pale. 
And often I outrise the lark, 

Out-watch the nightingale ; 
But whether I lie by a cool sweet spring, 

Or ride on a burning quest, 
A voice in mine ear still murmuring. 

Forbears me of my resU 

She haunts the sunshine, haunts the shade, 

The mountain, and the stream, 
And I know not whether she be a maid,. 

Or only a young man*s dream. 
But my soul grows white in her lovely light. 

And my life so richly blest — 
God wot if it better becomes a knighi 

To possess or be possest. 

F 2 
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THE TWO ROSES. 

Mountain rose single and sweet, 

Beaten upon by the wind and the rain, 
Far from the passage of dainty feet, 

Shedding thy perfume as treasure in vain ; 
Spreading a feast for the good of the bees, 

Coining your heart into golden grain 
For the murmuring guest and the wandering breeze 

To speed or to scatter in dull disdain ; — 
Hard, fruitful life, pale mountain rose, 
Whose seed through the ages grows, still grows. 

Rose of the valley, costly fair — 
A cup fulfilled with its own delight — 

Doubly closed from the eager air, 
From the busy day, and the vulgar sight ; 



THE TWO ROSES, 69 

Plucked for my lady*s peerless breast, 

To perish upon it or ever at night 
She draws it forth from its balmed rest — 

Its winding-sheet so blinding white ; 
Soft, fruitless life, fair double rose, 
Dead in thy passion's barren throes ! 

O single flower, whose lip uncurled 

Sets free the virtues of its heart, 
Whose riches are for all the world, 

Whose beauty doth itself dispart — 
Say, canst thou make a home for joy 

Secure as that which subtlest art 
Hath folded in — so deep, so coy — 

A maze that hath nor clue nor chart ? 
Say fruitful life, say single rose. 
Whose seed through the ages grows, still grows. 
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EYE, HAST THOU SEEN THE SVN? 

Eye, hast thou seen the sun. 

That thou carryest thus away 
What thou hast looked upon, 

As a dazzling mote or ray? . - 
* The sun, or tlie glittering spangles 

Of Natalie's mazy hair — 
The sun, or its golden tangles, 

Follow me everywhere.* 



Ear, hast thou drunk so deep 

Of the gurg'ing sounds on the shore. 
That thou hearest them still in thy sleep, 

And their echoes will not give o'er ? 
* The waves that sob on the beach, 

Or Natalie's laugh so low — 
The waves, or her rippling speech. 

Still haunt me wherever I go.* 
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Heart, that hast beat so high, 

Where is thy shame, thy pride ? 
Why, as if guilty, lie 

Trembling at Natalie's side ? 
* I kneel there to bear the sin 

Of an eye and an ear too cleft ; 
Would God she would take me in — 

A prisoner— though for theft ! ' 
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OH, LITTLE HEART. 

Oh, little heart, how close you cling, 

How close you cling ! when I am fain 

To put you back as some light thing, 
I find you in your place again. 

Your voice is silent when we meet, 
But still while others talk aloud 

I seem to hear your pulses beat. 
And see you only in the crowd. 



And shall I scorn you that you were 

So little in yourself before, 
That love, which found you only fair. 

Has made you all that you are more ? 



OH, LITTLE HEART 
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What should it matter, sweet, if eyes 
That never saw that tender gleam 

In yours, should gaze with dull surprise 

On spells whose depths they could not dream ? 



I cannot leave you, little heart, 

I cannot tear you from the breast 

Of which your life but seems a part ; 
So"lie there evermore and rest. 
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THE BROODING BIRDS ARE SINGING, 

The brooding birds are singing, love, 

And waking up the morn^ 
And me they wake from troubled sleep 
To weep and pray — to pray and weep. 

A little thrush that tried her wings 

A year agone to-day, 
Now sits beside her mate, who sings 

While you are far away. 



A lithe green bough was rocking then 

Beneath her trembling feet ; 
Now all the old year's leaves are dead, 
But three areTspread to make her bed. 
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Oh, withered hopes J Oh, leaves of life ! 

Ye none again may find — 
Ye all are trampled in the strife, 

Or blown upon the wind. 

How strange, my heart, that singing birds 

Should only know one songi 
Of heaven and earth in one green glade. 
Within its shade — one youth, one maid ! 

The birds remind me, singing tlius, 

Of one sweet summer's dawn 
That never should have come for us, 

Or never should have gone. 

So loud the copse was ringing, love. 
That day, we could not speak ; 
But there is utterance far more sweet 
In lips that meet when hearts so beat ! 



76 BROODING BIRDS ARE SINGING. 

' And still the birds are singing, love — 
Oh, happy birds, give o'er ! 
I listen like the mourning dove— 
I cannot hear them more. 



I wander, like the lonely dove, 

To find an empty nest ; 
And if your spirit linger there. 
Still, love, I dare to find all bare ! 

They mock- me now, those singing birds 

That twitter overhead — 
They mock me with the very words 

That then were left unsaid. 

The air grows- heavy with their song, 
Too thick with sound to breathe. 
I weep, I weep, but capfiot pray — 
Oh, birds, ye sing my soul away ! 
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LOVE CAME KNOCKING AT MY 

DOOR. 

Love came knocking at my door in the ilowery 

month of May, 
'Twas the morning of the year, and the morning of 

the day ; 

He was a winsome boy, 
And I a maiden coy, 
But I followed him, I followed ! for he drew me 

with the wile 
Of his eyes, his words, and whispers, and the glamour 

of his smile. 



Oh the merry laughing moments, oh the soft, the 

shining hours, 
When I followed as he led me through his gardens 

and his bowers ; 
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LOVE CAME KNOCKING. 



Love was a thing divine, 
I was his, and he was mine ; 
So I followed him, I followed, could have followed 

tUl I died, 
In the wake of his young glory, and the fulness of 
my pride. 



Now the merry days are over, with the joy and pride 

and show ; 
Love has grown to his full stature « I am weary as 

Igo; 

Shamed is the golden head, 
And the magic smile is fled ; 
For the dust and soil of earth 
Mock the greatness of Love's birth ; 
But I follow, and if weeping I, though weepings 

follow still, 
With no magic and no glamour, but a &ithful human 
will. 
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Ay, I follow still, I follow, though no longer through 

the May, 
Though the lingering dreams of morning with the 
morn have passed away ; 

Now Love is no more glad,. 
Nay, his very smile is sad ;. 
But he needs me even more 
Than I needed him before ; 
So I follow, still I follow, arid through all the darker 

seeming, 
Love's true need of me is sweeter than his smile that 
held me dreaming. 



And when one day hand in hand we before God's 

gate shall stand. 
And the gate shall open wide that we enter side by 
side. 

We may gaze in glad surprise 
Into one another's eyes, 
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LOVE CAME KNOCKING. 



Not to find a winsome boy, 

Or a maiden vain and coy ; 

But two creatures shining bright 

In the pure and keen love-light, 

Of the patience and the fidth 

That have conquered more than death. 

Then I follow Love no longer, but I sink upon thy 
breast 

To abide there hushed forever in the joy of utter pest. 
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THE RECALL. 

You stole a kiss from my lips, my love, 

When we parted on the hill. 
And you caught me fluttering to your heart 

As a bird against its wilL 
J was a young coy thing, my love, 

And strange was the tale you told ; 
You were a soldier bound for the wars, 

As brave as you were bold. 



Oh, soldier love, come back to me. 

And meet me on the hill ; 
I'll give you kiss for kiss, my love, 

And on your heart lie still. 
The arm that held me once so iast 

Lies helpless on the plain. 
But with my two to cling to you, 

You'll need it not again 1 

G 
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THE CROWN OF LOVE, 

I WOULD be a goddess in 
The light of those dear eyes, 

Apt to hold you as to win, 
All-beautiful, all-wise. 

Pray you wherefore should you deem 

This a vain and idle dream ? 
Purblind love that cannot see 
That woman still to man may be 

Whatever she can seem ! 



I would win your tender trust, 

But not to keep you still- 
Kneeling lowly in the dust, 
Obedient to my will ; 



TH& CROWN OF LOVE, 33 

Nor to surfeit all my day§ 
On the nectar of your praise ; 

Or to hear it sung so high 

That the idle passer-by 
Paused to hear your lays. 

I but ask you for your faith, 

That, wounded by the herd, 
I may bring you healing with 

The magic of a word, 
Pray you Xo believe me so 
That in darkness, doubt, or woe, 

I paay guide you^when you grope, 

Light you with my stronger hope, 
Warm you with my glow. 

I would have you Jove me well, 

That, fainting in the strife, 
Kiss of mine should be a spell. 

To win you back to life ; 
c a 



84 THE CROWN OF LOVE, 

Love me so that day or night, 
I could hide the world from sight, 
Keep it out with woven arms, 
Or subdue it with my charms, 
As a goddess might ! 

Love ! my worth will wax or wane 
As your light shall shine, 

Now a homely thing, or vain, 
Now almost divine. 

Lorn of love, my hands hang down, 

I am nothing when you frown ; 
Hold me feir, and keep me great, 
With your fidthftilness for state, 

And your love for crown I 
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THE MESSAGE. 

ALL things fond and free. 
Bear a message to my love ; 

1 am like a wind-blown cloud, 

She is like the blue above. 

She wanders 'mid the flowers 
As a flower cool and sweet, 

While my heart is as the drouthy grass 
That bends beneath her feet. 



Tell her, ye sapient birds and bees, 
The secret of that spring 

She calmly smiles upon and holds 
A light and fleeting thing ; 
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THE MESSAGE, 

Tell her that autumn is not rich 
For all its golden grain ; 

That but for joyance of the spring 
Its garnered stores were vain. 

Say the fruit is for the flower, 
Not the flower for the fruit ; 

As the lute is for the music, 
Not the music for the lute. 



Say the tree is for the blossom, 
Not the blossom for the tree ; 

And I am maide for love and her, 
As she for love and me. 
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BROKEN LIGHT, 

It was cruel of them to part 

Two hearts in the gladsome spring, 
Two lovers' hearts that had just burst forth 

With each blithe and beautiful thing ; 
Cruel, but only half — 

Had they known how to do us wrong, 
They had barred the way of the odorous May, 

They had shut out the wild bird's song. 



Your kisses were so embalmed 

With spices of beech and fir, 
That they haunt my lips in the dead o' the night. 

If the night- winds do but stir ; 
"When I rise with the rising dawn, 

To let in the dewy south, 
Like a fountain's spray> or the pride of the day, 

They fall on my thirsty mouth* 
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BROKEN LIGHT. 



They should never have let our love 

Abroad in the wild free woods, 
If they meant it to slumber on, cold and tame, 

As the locked-up winter floods ; 
They should never have let it hide 

*Neath the beeches' lucent shade. 
Or the upturned arch of the tender larch 

That blushed as it heaved and swayed. 

Now the young and passionate year 

Is no longer itself, but you ; 
Its conniving woods, with their raptures and thrills, 

You have leavened them through and through. 
The troubadour nightingale 

And the dove that o'erbends the bough, 
Have both learnt, and teach, the trick of your speech, 

As they echo it vow for vow. 



My heart is heavy with scorn, 
Mine eyes with impatient tears, 
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BROKEN LIGHT. 
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But the heaven looks blue through the cherry-blooms 

And preaches away my fears ! 
From the burning bush of the gorse, 

Alive with murmurous sound, 
I hear a voice, and it says, * Rejoice ! ' 

I stand as on holy ground. 



O flower of life ! O Love ! 

God's love is at thy root ; 
They may dim thy glory, but cannot blight 

Or hinder thy golden fruit. 
Yet all the same, I am mad. 

However the end may fall. 
That they dare to wring, in the gladsome spring. 

Two hearts that were gladdest of all. 



90 



O SUMMER TIME SO PASSING SWEET. 

O SUMMER time so patting sweet, 
Bat heavy with 6ie breath of flowers, 
But Vu^gsoA with the fervent heat. 

They chide amiss who call thee fleet, 
Thee with thy weight of daylight hours, 
O summer time so passing sweet ! 

Young summer thou art too replete, 
Too rich in choice of joys and powers, 
But languid with the fervent heat« 



Adieu ! my face is set to meet 
Bleak winter with his pallid showers, 
O summer time so passing sweet ! 



SUMMER TIME. 91 

Old winter steps with swifter feet, 
He lingers not in wayside bowers, 
He is not languid with the heat ; 

His rounded day, a pearl complete, 
Gleams on the unknown night that lowers ; 
O summer time so passing sweet, 
But languid with the fervent heat ! 
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A BALLAD OF THE THUNER-SEE, 

Soft on the lake*s soft bosom, we twain 
Float in the haze of a dim delight, 

While the wavelets cradle the sleepless brain, 
And the eyes are glad of the lessening light, 
And the east with a fading glory is bright — 

The lingering smile of a sun that is set, — 
And the earth in its tender sorrow is dight. 

And the shadow that falleth hath spared us yet ! 



Oh the mellow beam of the suns that wane, 
Of the joys, ah me ! that are taking flight, 

Oh the sting of a rapture too near to pain. 
And of love that loveth in death's despite! 



A BALLAD OF THE THUNER-SEE, 93 

But the liour is ours, and its beauty's might 
Subdues our souls to a still regret, 

While the Blumlis'-alp unveils to the night 
And the shadow that falleth hath spared us yet. 

Now we set our prow to the land again, 

And our backs to those splendours ghostly white, 
But a mirrored star with a watery train 

We hold in our wake as a golden kite ; 

When we near the shore with its darkening height, 
And its darker shade on the waters set, 

Lo ! the dim shade fleeth before our sight, 
And the shadow that falleth hath spared us yet. 

ENVOY : 

From the jewelled circles where I indite 
This song which my faithless tears make wet. 

We trail the light till its gemmed rings smite 
The shadow — that falleth 1 and spares us yet. 
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WHEN THE BROW OF JUNE. 

When the brow of June is crowned by the rose 
And the air is faint and fain with her breath, 
Then the £larth hath rest from her long birth-throes ; 

The £arth hath rest and forgetteth her woes 

As she watcheth the cradle of Love and Death, 
When the brow of June is crowned by the rose, 

O Love and Death, who are counted for foes, 
She sees you twins of one mind and faith — 
The Earth at rest from her long birth-throes. 

You are twins to the mother who sees and knows ; 

* Let them strive and thrive tc^ther/ she saith, — 
When the brow of June is crowned by the rose. 



WHEN THE BROW OF JUNE. 95 

They strive, and Love his brother outgrows, 
But for strength and beauty he travaileth 
On the Earth at rest from her long birth-throes. 

And still when his passionate heart o'erflows 

Death winds about him a bridal wreath, — 

As the brow of June is crowned by the rose ! 

So the bands of Death true lovers enclose, 

For Love and Death are as Sword and Sheath, 
When the Earth hath rest from her long birth-throes. 



They are Sword and Sheath, they are Life and its Shows 

Which lovers have grace to see beneath, 
When the brow of June is crowned by the rose 
And the Earth hath rest from her long birth-throes. 
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ROSESONG. 

The bloom is falling from the May, 
The rose, the rose is on the way ! 
Now let us think before she blows 
What we may do to greet the rose. 

We'll lie beneath the aspen trees 
And gaze upon her all day long, 

And gaze and gaze, but never speak 
What may not be uplift in song. 

And all our song shall be of love, 
The fainter for her passing breath. 

But, O take heed ! Before the rose 
We must not breathe a word of death. 
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A SONG OF WINTER. 

Barbed blossom of the guarded gorse, 

*•. . ■ . - . 

I love thee where I see thee shine : 
• ,•..*...•.■ 
Thou sweetener of our common-ways, 

And brightener of our wintry days. 

* ^ ■ 

Flower of the gorse, the rose is dead, 
, Thou art undying, O be mine ! 
Be mine with all thy thorns, and prest 
Close on a heart that asks not rest. 

I pluck thee and thy stigma, set' 

Upon my breast and oii my brow, 
5I0W, buds, and pleiiish so'm'y wreatii 
That none'nvay know the wounds benieath 

^ H 
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thorny crown of burning gold, 
No festal coronal art thou ; 

Thy honeyed blossoms are but hives 
That guard the growth of winged lives. 

1 saw thee in the time of flowers 
As sunshine spilled upon the land, 

Or burning bushes all ablaze 

With sacred fire ; but went my ways ; 

I went my ways, and as I went 

Plucked kindlier blooms on either hand ; 
Now of those blooms so passing sweet 
None lives to stay my passing feet. 

And yet thy lamp upon the hill 

Feeds on the autumn^s dying sigh, 
And from thy midst comes murmyring 
A music sweeter than in spring. 
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Barbed blossom of the guarded gorse, 

Be mine to wear until I die, 
And mine the wounds of love which still 
Bears witness to his human will. 
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IN EXTREMIS. 

I LOVE to feel your hand, beloved, 
I love to feel your hand ; 

Then hold me fast until we part 
Upon the gloomy strand. 

And I upon the silent sea 

Go forth alone from love and thee ! 



I love to see your smile, which says 
What else you dare not say : 

It gilds for me the gloomy shore, 
It seems to light my way. 

Brave love, keep back your tears awhile 

That parting I may see you smile ! 



IN EXTJ^EMIS. 

Oh, let me hear your voice, beloved, 
Your face I see no more 1 

That tender voice still sounds above 
The breakers of the shore ; 

And for a Space may follow me' 

Out, out upon the silent sea ! 

One kiss upon my lips, sad lips 
lliat cannot kiss thee back, 

Let love proclaim his bitter truth- 
Bear Mutness on the rack ! 

One kiss, the longest and the last. 
Resuming all the sacred past ! 
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Oh love that seems to rise as rise 
The waters of that sea, 

To rise and overflow, and float 
My soul, O God, to thee I 

Thy voice, thy smile, thy kiss, thy breath, 

Beloved, have rapt my soul from death ! 
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A SOXG OF. THE EARLY AND THE 
LATTER SPRING. 

O PKOPH£T bird, on the leafless bough. 
Singing of love to the cold young spring ; 

It will come, it will come, but it is not now. 
The young year heeds not the news you bring. 

Ye meny buildeis beneath the eaves. 

Would ye still woik on if your work were vain ? 
Must the old tree travail with fresh young leaves. 

And the sad heart break into song again ? 



If the year is young and fulfils its round, 
If the hopes of the old earth quicken anew 

Till the brow of June with the rose is crowned, 
And the woods are faint for the evening dew. 



EARLY AND LATTER SPRING. 103 

Must the heart that is weary and taking its rest, 
And the cheek that is wan as the waning moon, 

Again in the service of love be prest 
For the poorer wage of his afternoon ? 

Yes, sing, blithe prophet, and waken the spring, 

For the day of love is fleet as fain ; 
Sing, sing of longing and lovers keen sting 

To the wintry sun, i' the wind and the rain ; 



Yes, sing, dear t}lrd, till you can no more ; 

Sing, sing, young leaves, to the leafless tree, 
And thou, my heart— no, heart, give o'er ; 

Poor fool, he has no word for thee. 
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